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the thrill of greeting that first new patient whose troubles were
unknown to me, and therefore more stimulating, was an experience
worthy of considerable risk.

As it turned out there were no risks; the undertaking proved
to be sound and wise. When the cold Alaska rains turned into
sleet, and later into snow on the mountains, the idea grew irre-
sistible. The old adobe house in California was calling us in voices
not to be denied.

THE  END